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THE  GOLDEN  EARMER^^l^ 


This  drama  is  founded  on  an  incident  in  the  life  of  an 
individual  denominated  the  **  The  Golden  Farmer,'*  a  noto- 
rious highwayman  ;  who,  under  the  disguise  of  a  corn-seller  • 
whilst  exhihitilig  his  packets  of  barley  and  oats  by  day  made 
himself  acquainted  with  the  contents  of  the  farmer's  pockets, 
of  which  he  despoiled  them  by  night.  By  these  means  he  ac- 
quired a  considerable  sum,  purchased  a  farm,  obtained  the  title 
of  the  Golden  Farmer,  and  endeavored  by  a  sincere  repent- 
ance and  a  reformed  life  to  make  some  atonement  for  his 
former  misdeeds  : — but  avarice  tempting  him  into  his  old 
courses,  he  is  taken,  tried,  and  condemned  to  death  ;  but 
through  his  known  goodness  of  heart,  is  reprieved  while  on 
the  scaffold. 

The  hero  of  the  piece  found  an  able  representative  in  Mr. 
William  Sefton,  who  performed  the  part  with  great  propriety 
»  and  feeling.  John  Sefton  as  Jemmy  Twitcher,  was  the  Isle 
Plus  Ultra,  of  perfection.  No  one  who  has  heard  his  "veil, 
vot  ov  it  ?"  and,  sich  nice  apples  and  pears,"  can  easily 
forget  the  shouts  of  laughter  which  followed  his  ejaculation — 
they  were  indeed,  *'  apples  and  pears"  to  his  auditors.  As 
a  first-rate /<»zi;  comedian,  he  stands  without  a  rival ;  as  a  man 
he  iscorteous,  affable  and  obliging. 
Mrs. Duff  as  Elizabeth,  was  all  that  could  be  wished.  Thislady 
is  so  well  known  and  admired  that  comment  from  us  is  useless; 
but  it  may  be  added  that  the  united  talent  of  the  above  named 
performers  have  greatly  contributed  to  the  popularity  of  the 
piece. 

Few  pieces  have  been  produced  with  greater  delight  to  the 
audience,  and  we  predict  for  it  a  l®ng  career  of  brilliant  suc- 
cess. Tho^e  who  have  not  seen  its  representation,  should 
most  certainly  take  the  first  opportunity  of  doing  so.  They 
will  find  it  a  subject,  and  a  fair  one  too,  for  moral  contem- 
plation. 
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WALNUT   ST.,  FHILA.       F^NKLIN,  N.  Y. 
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Hairy  Hamrmf-  J.  Mills  Brown.  Mr.  Burke. 

WiUiam  Harvey  Mr.  Lewellyn.  Mr.  Lewellyn. 

Jemmy  Twitchev .  • ,  .Mr.  John  Sefton.  Mr.  John  Sefton. 

l.ord  Fitzallan . . ,  ....Mr.  'i  home.  Mr.  Parkinson. 

Jermyn  Mr.  J.  G.  Porter,  Mr.  Case. 

Elizabeth  Miss  Duff.  Mrs.  Duff.  - 

Mrs.  Hammer  Mrs.  Brown.  Mrs.  Stevenson. 
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COSTUME. 

GOLDEN  FAEMER.—Black  velveteen  coat ;  red  waist- 
coat; white  breeches;  leather  gaiters. 

OLD  MOBB. — Gray  coat ;  drab  great  coat ;  scarlet  waist- 
coat ;  cord  breeches  j  black  boots ;  slouch  hat,  and  belt  round 
the  waist.  ^ 

HA  RRY  HAMMER.— Black  coat  and  breeches  ;  boots  ; 
white  waistcoat,  and  wig. 

WILLIAM  HARVEY.—A  regimental  suit  of  the  Horse 
Guards,  about  forty  years  ago. 

JEMMY  TWITCHEH.— Red  waistcoat  with  sleeves; 
dirty  corderoy  breeches  ;  black  stockings ;  old  small  white 
hat  with  crape  around  it. 

PETER  PIEBALD.— First  Dress:  Old  fashioned  miserly 
suit.  Second  Dress ;  White  morning  gown,  night  cap,  and 
slippers. 

PAUL  PIEBALD.— First  Dress:  Blue  coat;  yellow 
waistcoat ;  leatker  breeches,  and  top  boots.  Second  Dress — 
White  morning  gown  and  night  cap. 

BOWL.— Old  fashioned  suit. 

EARL  FITZALLAN.— Court  suit,  black. 


ELIZABETH. — Slate  colored  gown  ;  plain  neat  cap,  and 
white  kerchief. 

MRS.  HAMMER.— Old  fashioned  printed  gown;  mob 
cap. 

LOUISA.— Printed  cotton  frock. 


THE   GOLDEIV  FARi'TIER: 

OR,  THE  LAST  CRIME. 


ACT.  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  Farmhouse  and  Farmyard— a  paling  crossing 
Jrom  R  to  L. — dhtant  Country— every  object  timed  with  tht 
rich  glow  of  an  Autumn  sunset. 

Labourers  diirovered,  having  finished  stacking  the  last  sheaf  if 
Cor/i— o  Harvest  Home — a  table  with  Jugs  of  ale,  l. 

CHORUS.— Labourers, 

Hurra  !—Hiirra ! — Hurra  ! 

Now  we've  stacked  the  golden  corn, 

Ere  th'  harvest  moon  has  filled  her  horn. 

We'll  sing  and  laugli,  ' 

Whilst  ale  we  quaff, 

H  urra ! — H  urra ! — Hurra ! 
The  brown  jug  push  about,  boys, 
Until  we've  drained  it  out,  boys! 
The  li([uor  of  life  is  John  Bayleycorn's  ale! 
The  man  that  drinks  hearty  care  ne'er  will  assail! 

John.  Here's  the  Golden  Farmer  with  dree  times  dree,  not 
forgetting  his  dear  wife  and  child! 

AIL  Hurra  I  — hurra  I — hurra ! 

Fnter  The  Golden  Farmer  from  the  house,  l  u  e« 

Far,  Thanks,  my  friends  !  Good  ale  and  good  cheer  be 
yours  till  you  can't  tiudge!  You've  worked  well,  and  heaven 
has  smiled  on  our  labours  ;  and  may  I  ne'er  know  a  good  end 
but  you  shall  share  the  good  fortune  fate  has  awarded  me — 
so  drink  and  be  jolly  I 

Johv,  And  we'll  gie  you  a  good  cheer,  measter,  for  one 
good  cheer  deserves  another — Hurra! 
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All,  Hurra! 

Far,  Then  away,  lads,  to  the  kitchen,  and  wind  up  your 
sports  with  a  good  jorum  of  egg  flip. 

[Exeunt  Peasards  l  u  e. 

Enter  Elizabeth  and  Louisa  Jrom  the  house,  l  u  e. 

Eli,  Oh,  husband  !  how  it  joys  my  heart  to  see  you  every 
day  become  more  and  more  beloved  by  those  aiound  youj 
and  that  the  gloom  which  used  to  cloud  your  brow,  from 
some  unknown  cause,  seems  dissipated.  I  have  often  won- 
dered how  one  so  kind  and  charitable  could  ever  know  a 
moment's  care. 

Far.  (r  c)  Bess,  my  girl,  do  not,  do  not  remind  me  of  what 
Tve  striven  to  forget — prayed  to  forget! — 1  hope  the  prayers 
of  a  repentant  man  have  not  been  unheeded  by  Him,  who 
has  dispensed  me  more  good  ti»an  I  deserve,  in  blessing  me 
with  thee  and  my  dear  child. 

£/t.  (c)  What  can  a  man  so  innately  correct  as  I  have  al- 
ways known  you  to  be  have  ever  done  to  speak  thus  ?  Every 
thing  thrives  with  you  :  your  cattle  and  corn  seem  to  bring 
tenfold  return. 

Far,  True,  true ;  it  seems  so,  indeed. 
Eli,  When  the  neighbouring  farmers  are  continually  com- 
plaining of  the  robberies  committed  upon  dealers  un  their  re- 
turn from  market,  have  you  not  always  escaped  1 
Far,  True,  true  again,  Bess. 

Eli,  And  when  you  come  home  weary  with  work,  have  you 
not  your  bonny  Bess  to  comfort  you,  eh  1 

Lou,  And  your  little  pet  to  sit  upon  your  knee,  father  ? 

Far,  Bless  ye — bless  ye  both!  {kissing  ihem)  YouSc 
proved  my  better  angels. — Ere  I  knew  you,  ay,  and  since, 
for  a  time  the  vice  of  gain,  either  by  hone:t  or  dishonest 
means,  had  taken  possession  of  my  breast  to  an  almost  mi- 
serly feeliug  ;  but  your  bright  example  has  taught  my  heart 
to  flow  with  better  thoughts, 

Eli,  If  this  be  my  doing,  not  a  day  shall  pass  but  I  will 
pour  out  my  gratitude  to  Heaven. 

Far,  Yes,  my  bonny  Bess,  yes ;  with  this  farm,  which  is 
now  my  own,  I  can  hold  up  my  head  against  the  freaks  of 
fortune.  It  will  more  than  supply  all  our  wants  while  living, 
and,  when  dead,  be  a  pretty  portion  for  our  child. 

Lou,  Don't  talk  of  dying,  father  j  I  could  not  live  without 
mother  and  you. 
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Far.  But  come,  come — this  is  but  melancholy  talk ;  we 
must  be  merry,  ay,  and  make  others  so.  So,  away,  lass,  and 
prepare  our  harvest  supper. 

Eli,  I  will,  George,  1  will ;  and  from  this  time  let  nothing 
mar  our  happiness. 

Lou.  Kiss  me,  father,  (he  kisses  her)  Ay,  but  you  must 
kiss  mother,  too.  [He  kisses  his  Wife, 

[Exeunt  Elizabeth  and  Louisa  into  the  house. 

Far,  What  a  happy  fellow  I  ought  to  be! — And  why  should 
I  not  1  1  will — I  will ! — I  need  not  commit  myself  any  more : 
here  I  may  pass  my  days  in  quiet;  fearless  that,  in  the 
Golden  Farmer,  who  is  ever  tilling  and  toilmg,  turning  the 
earth  and  the  penny,  any  one  would  recognize  me  for  aught 
else. 

Hammer,  (^without  l)  If  you  little  boys  dare  to  call  after 
me  again,  I'll  knock  you  down,  and  my  fist  shall  serve  for  the 
hammer. 

Enter  Hammer,  l. 

Impertinent  imps !  to  call  after  me — a  respectable  auctioneers 
and  to  dare  apply  to  me  the  technicalities  of  my  professional 
calling!-— Ah  !  you're  a  bad  lot;  and  the  next  time  1  pass 
you,  )0u  shall  mind  my  bidding. 

Far,  (c)  What  has  ruffled  you,  Master  Hammer? 

Ham,  (l  c)  Why,  I  just  now  winked  at  a  pretty  girl  I  met 
in  the  village  of  Ham,  but  she  didn't  take  my  bidding  ;  and 
as  I  walked  off,  some  little  snivelling  puppies  presumed  to 
say — Going — going— gone ' — Now,  1  am  not  a  damaged  bit  of 
goods,  but  an  article  I  can  recommend  to  any  respectable  fe- 
male with  a  small  matter  of  money,  inclined  to  matrimony.— 
Bless  you,  I  can't  help  winking  at  the  girls — I  seem  to  have 
caught  it  of  my  bidders,  and,  as  if  by  instinct,  transfer  it  to 
my  bidders  ;  but  they  never  say,  *  Thank  you,'  as  1  do,  when 
any  one  winfcs  at  me,  but  always  wish  to  be  going — going  till 
I  am  gone.  I'm  called  all  over  the  county  the  Hamorous 
Hammer  of  Hampshire — I've  often  thought  what  an  odd  way 
of  bidding  that  winking  is.  Do  you  know  I  once  sold  a  whole 
library  of  black-letter  tracts  by  winks ;  not  a  soul  spoke  a 
syllable,  till  I  began  to  think  every  work  I  sold  was  Wynkin 
de  Worde's 

Far,  {laughing)  Ha,  ha,  ha! — Well,  you'll  excuse  my 
listening  to  you  any  longer,  as  I  must  attend  to  the  comforts 
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of  my  labourers  at  their  harvest-home  supper,  and  if  you  wil^ 
join  us,  you're  welcome. 

Ham.  J'hank  you,  sir — I  take  your  biddii  g;  but  before 
you're  gone,  I  wish  to  tell  you  I've  something  worth  your 
notice — a  messuage. 

Far.  From  whom  ? 

Ham.  (laugliing)  Ha,  ha,  ha'  a  good  joke;  but  I'm  se- 
rious. The  messuage  I  mean  is  a  small  freehold  in  the 
heighbourhood  here. 

/•rtr.  Weil,  wliatof  that?  - 

H(m.  Ycu  know  the  highway? 

Far.  (surprised)  Why  yes. 

Ham,  That  Til  be  sworn  you  do  as  well  as  any  man  in  the 
county,  for  you  must  liave  travelled  it  night  and  day. 
Far,  (uneasy)    What  mean  you? 

Ham.  Listen! — You  know  that  small  house  and  grounds 
by  the  side  of  the  main  road,  that  juts  into  the  very  heait  of 
your  farm  and  almost  spoils  its  compactness ! 

Far,  I'o  be  sure;  it  was  my  chief  objection  to  the  pur- 
chase of  this  farm  when  1  left  off  being  a  cornfactor  in  Lon- 
don, and  came  here  to  pass  the  remainder  of  my  days  two 
years  ago.  But  1  hope  to  make  it  a  good  farm  yet,  by  adding 
to  it  every  year.  1  hat  plot  of  land  i  bought  last  year  Wr's 
nut  a  bad  bargain. 

Ham,  No  ;  you  bouglit  it  of  me.  Well,  now,  my  Golden 
Farmer,  you'll  excuse  my  calling  you  so,  but  your  great  good 
luck  with  ^our  grain  has  given  you  thut  cognomen  all  over 
the  country,  here's  a  golden  opportunity  for  you — that  very 
house  J  and  gr(  uad  is  to  be  sold! 

Far,  (Eagerly)  Indeed! 

Ham,  Indeed,  and  I  have  the  selling  of  it.  It  must  be 
sold — disposed  of  instanter,  as  the  money  is  wanted.  It's 
being  a  capital  bit,  two  or  three  have  offered  for  it,  to  whom 
answers  will  be  given  by  twelve  to-morrow.  Now,  as  I  know 
it  must  be  worth  more  to  you  than  any  one  else,  if  you  chuse 
to  out-bid  them  it  is  yours. 

Far.  (Aside)  My  recent  purchases  have  left  me  almost 
without  a  pound.    By  twelve  to-morrow  say  you. 

Ham.  It  will  be  gone  to  the  highest  bidder.  You'll  never 
have  such  another  opportunity. 

Far,  (Aside)  How  to  raise  the  money!  It  is  impossible 
to  cart  my  corn  to  market  and  dispose  of  it  in  so  short  a  time! 
(To  Hammer.)    What  sum  will  make  it  mine  ? 
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Ham,  Two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds — it's  dirt  cheap! 
Far,  {Abstractedly)  Yes — yes — yes! 

Ham,  What  do  you  hesitate  about,  man?  That  parcel  of 
land,  small  as  it  is  will  nearly  double  the  value  of  your  farm, 

Far,  True— true!  Go  in,  go  in,  and  I'll  think  of  it. 

Ham,  I  will,  I  will.  (Looking  in)  Upon  my  word,  a  very 
pretty  assortment  of  things  both  on  and  around  the  table,  but 
I  see  no  horns— that's  singularly  odd  (Farmer  appears  im- 
pasient  to  be  left  alone  )  I'm  gomg — 1  appear  to  be  just  in 
pudding  time — going — that  chap's  mouth  is  quite  in  an  open 
prospect— a  tenant  at  will — from  ear  to  ear — going — gone, 
[Exit  into  ihe  house  l  3d  e. 

Far,  It  must  be  mine— it  shall — but  how  1  ay,  how  1  how? 
There's  no  way  but  one,  and  that's  the  highway.  A  night's 
ride  will  give  me  the  means,  and  1  ne'er  yet  failed.  It  shall 
be  so.  {going}  What  am  I  about?  What  devil  has  this 
land  conjured  up  to  tempt  me  to  my  old  courses. 

GLEE,'^Within. 
Here's  success  to  the  honest  soul, 

And  happy  may  he  be  ; 
Bui  the  good  man's  curse. 
And  naught  in  his  purse. 

To  every  rogue,  say  we! 

Far,  Heaven  be  thanked!  the  voices  of  those  upright  hearts 
have  perhaps  saved  me  from  an  ignominious  end.  For  five 
years  I  have  led  a  guiltless  life,  and  I  will  not  sully  the  fair 
name  I  have  earned  during  that  time,  for  a  little  soil ;  and 
heaven  may-grant  to  virtue  what  to  crime  it  would  in  the  end 
surely  deny,  [Music. — Exit  l. 

[The  burthen  of  the  Glee  is  again  sung,  at  the  end  of  which  a 
dog  is  heard  to  bark,  and  Jemmy  Twitcher  cries  ojit  *  Oh 
lord!  oh  dear!'  Other  voices  cry  '  Stop  thief!'  and  imme-* 
diately  after  Jemmy  Twitcher  is  seen  clambering  over  the 
farmyard  paling  in  great  trepidation  ;  his  clothes  are  torn  and 
raggedf  and  his  general  appearance  hearing  the  marks  of  a 
London  prig  out  of  luck, — Just  as  he  reaches  the  side,  John 
and  Thomas  appear  on  the  other,  as  in  pursuit,  and  calling  on 
the  dog. 

Enter  Jemmy  Twitcher,  r, 

Jem,  (dropping  on  his  kneees)  Veil,  don't  vorry  me  to 
death,  and  I  surrenders  at  discretion. 
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Enter  Jouyi  and  T hom as ^  running  l, 

John,  So,  we  ha'  caught  you  at  last,  have  we* 

Jem.    Veil,  vot  ov  it  ?  I  an't  done  nothin. 

Tlw.  Didn't  we  see  you  stealing  out  of  the  hen-roost? 

Jem,    Veil,  vot  ov  ih  1  didn't  steal  nothin  else. 

Tho.    Didn't  you  ?— ha! 

John.  Ho! 

Jem.  ^  {Piitibig  ],h  hands  behind  him)  No  T  didn't  do  no 
such  thing  ;  1  ouly  vanled  to  reit  myself,  and  1  must  lie 
somewheres. 

John,  Ha,  but  we  won't  ha'  none  o'  your  lies  here.  Why, 
what  hast  thee  got  in  thy  hands,  now?  {Thcif  force  his  hands 
forward,  and  discovers  an  egg  in  each)  Why,  if  he  han't  been 
stealing  the  eggs! 

Jem.  Veil,  vot  ov  if  I  didn't  suck  'em. 

Tho,  (c)  No,  but  you  were  agoing. 

Jem.  (r  c)  Veil  vol  ov  it?  Bean't  you  never  hungry? 
Since  you  makes,  such  a  fuss  about'em,  there  they  is  agin; 
and  now  [running  off  n.]  I'll  tip  my  rags  a  gallop. 

John,  [stopping  him  r.]  No  you  don't,  though,  till  we've 
given  you  a  duck  for  your  supper. 

Jem.  You're  werry  kind,  bul  1  don't  vant  ciny  wictuals  now. 

John.  Then  why  did  you  steaVthe  eggs? 

Jem,  Veil,  they  varn't  duck-eggs. 

John.  You  shall  see  they  were,  and  into  the  horse  pond 
you  go.  [Theyj  lay  hold  of  him, 

Jem,    Oh!  Murder !-.Help!—iVJurder! 

Enter  The  Golden  Farmer,  Eltzaeitii,  Hammeh,  and 
everybody  running  out  of  the  Farmhouse,  l.  3d  e. 

Ham.  Somebody's  being  knocked  down! 
Far.  What's  the  matter  here  ? 

John.  Why.  sur,  missus  sent  us  for  some  eggs  for  the  egg- 
flip,  and  when  we  got  there  we  found  this  chap  had  been 
there  before  ;  howsomdever,  the  dog  laid  hold  of  him,  and  we 
caught  him  in  a  twinkling. 

Jem.  Ay,  he  did  lay  hold  of  me,  and  no  mistake.  Look  at 
me  behind!  [Shoics  the  Jiups  of  liis  coat  compictely  torn  away. 

Thorn.  And  so  we  were  going  to  duck  him  for  his  pains. 

Jem.  Veil,  sich  doctois  as  you  I  never  beared  of  afore.  If 
you  please,  si'-,  I'm  a  poor  indiwidual  vot  is  starvin  for  vant 
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of  some'al  to  eat.  I  longed  for  an  egg  vorser  than  ever  my 
mother  did. 

Tho,  Ay,  but  you  stole  tliem. 

Jem.  Veil,  vot  ov  it]    Did  you  never? 

JIatiu  Knock  liim  down— I'm  the  bidder. 

Far.  Stay  ;  it  were  a  good  act  to  reclaim  this  youth  from 
his  vicious  course;  and  if  I  thought  he  would  become  honest, 
he  should  not  want  for  bed  or'board. 

Jem.  [GraduaUif  rising  his  eqes  avd  recognising  the  Farmer^ 
Hey!  What  my  bold  Captain  Strike! 

Far,  \aside  to  Jemmy.']  Another  word  and  it  is  your  last. 

Ham.  What  was  that  you  said?  Bold  Captain  Strike? 

Jem,  Veil,  vot  ov  it?  Some  calls  their  masters  squires, 
some  calls  'em governors;  now  T  always  calls  'em  captains — 
and  he's  a  bold  vone  to  take  me  into  his  house  without  know- 
ing me,  and  I  vas  going  to  say,  Bold  Captain,  strike  hands 
on  it. 

Far,  True,  true  !  But  come,  friends,  let  us  in,  or  our  eve- 
ning mirth  will  lose  somewhat  of  its  flavor.  1  will  see  what 
can  be  done  with  this  poor  wretch,  and  join  you  instantly. — 
[Exeunt  all  but  Farmer  and  Jemmy.]  And  now,  you  devil's 
bird,  what  evil  genius  ha,s  sent  you  croaking  here  ? 

Jem.  \'ell,  votov  it,  captain?  1  vas  only  asinivatin^  my- 
self into  the  back  premises. 

Far.  To  commit  a  paltry  theft. 

Jem.  Veil — votov  it?  Natur's  natur.  You  knows  very 
veil,  that  from  a  babby  my  genus  never  could  compass  any- 
thing greater.  Law,  if  1  could  do  as  you  and  Lootenant 
Barton,  as  gambles  so,  used  to  do  in  JMarlborough  Forest,  I 
vouldn't  change — no,  not  with  the  duke  on't.  But,  bless  you, 
1  shall  never  have  the  honor  of  being  hung.  I've  never  been 
able  to  get  higher  than  a  vipping;  anrl  I've  beensarved  that 
vay  out  of  almost  every  town  in  England — so  I've  been  obi- 
ged  to  take  to  the  willages.  Vhy,  there's  more  vhales  on  my 
back  than  in  Bearing  Straits—  more  stripes  than  there  is  on 
a  nigger. 

Far.  Can  yon  be  honest  ? 

Jem,  Vhy,  I  never  tried. 

Far,  Well  then,  the  sooner  you  begin  the  better.  Come  in 
and  change  that  garb  of  thine,  vi^hich  almost  smells  of  thiev- 
ery, and  I'll  see  what  can  be  done  for  thee. 

Jem;  But  I  must  go  and  let  Old  Mobb  know. 

Far,  Old  Mobb !  I  thought  he  was  dead. 
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Jem,  No,  bless  ye,  only  transported.  He  was  sent  to  the 
hulks,  and  by  his  good  'haviour  got  made  an  overseer  ;  but 
the  otherday  he  was  overlooked,  and  contrived  to  fairly  give 
the  lagging  coves  the  go  by. 

Far,  Ay,  he  was  always  the  deepest  and  slyest  fellow  at 
a  scheme. 

Jem,  He's  now  on  the  bend  for  a  new  start,  and  actually 
sent  me  here  this  evening  to  noitre  your  premises. 
Far,  For  what? 

Jem.  Vhy,  hearing  a  good  deal  about  the  Golden  Farmer, 
not  knowing  it  vas  yoii,  he  thought  there  must  be  a  good  haul 
out  of  the  house  of  the  man  with  sich  a  name  :  so  in  the  night 
vhen  he  had  made  all  right,  he  meant  to  pay  you  a  visit. 

Far.  [Startled.]  Good  Heavens! 

Jem.  Good  Heavens!  Veil,  if  ever  I  heard  the  like,  I'm 
blowed !  How  you're  altered. — Vhy,  you  used  to  say,  dam- 
nation. 

Enter  Old  Mobb,  Listening,  r, 

F'ar,  This  must  be  prevented.  [  Exit  into  house,  l« 

Jem,  [L^ooking  after  him]  Vhy,  you're  not  going  to  preach 
are  you  ? 

[Old  Mobb  rushes  on  Jemmy,  and  drags  him  down  to  c. 

Mobb.  [Presenting  a  pistol  at  his  head.]  So,  you  serpent,— 
you've  been  blabbing  have  you  1 

Jem,  (DreadfaUy  frightened.)  Veil,  vot  ov  it? 

Mobb,  Why,  that  you  shall  die  the  death  of  a  dog,  you 
mealy-mouthed  cur! 

Jem,  Vhy,  you  need'nt  crack  a  friend's  crib  1 

Mobb,  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Jem,  Vhy,  that  very  Golden  Farmer  is  your  old  pal.  Cap- 
tain Strike. 
Mobb.  No! 

Jem,  It  is,  s'help  me  Bob  ! 
Mobb,  How  disappointing. 
Jem,  Werry. 

Mobb,  How  did  you  find  this  out? 
Jem,  Vith  my  eyes. 

Mobb,  Does  he  still  ride  out  by  night,  to  lighten  the  way  of 
weary  travellers? 

Jem,  No,  he's  not  a  commoner  now  ;  he*s  given  up  honor 
for  honesty. 
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flohh.  Honesty!  ha,  ha,  ha!  hon.^sty !  Why  its  not  in 
the  blood  of  the  man.— Captain  Strike  turn  honest.  Foohf 
pooh  !    He's  been  fooling  thee,  boy. 

Jem,  It's  true,  or  may  my  fork  never  dive  into  a  pocket 

again. 

Biohh.  ril  soon  show  you  a  light  on  that  subject.  Where  is 
he  ? 

Jpni.  No,  don't  Master  Mobb,  or  he'll  vop  me.  I  gets  so 
many  voppings  now,  that  I  don't  like  to  be  vopped. 

^Inhh,  1  should  like  to  catch  him  at  it. 

Jem.  Veil,  1  shouldn't.  Do  you  know,  when  I  told  him 
vhat  I  vas  comed  here  for,  he  trembled  like  a  haspen  leaf,  and 
bundled  his  body  into  the  house,  saying  it  must  be  prevented. 

Mohh.  What!  does  he  think  Tni  so  lost  to  honor?  The 
name  of  a  friend  is  a  better  safeguard  to  his  house  than  all 
the  bolts,  bars,  dogs,  and  bull-dogs,  he  could  master. 

Enter  The  Golden  Farmer, /u/sfn'i/,  l  u  e. 

Far.  Now,  Jemmy,  if  I  find  you  can  be  trusted,  I'll  mdke 
a  man  of  you.  [Seeing  Mohb.]  What  do  I  see  ? 

Mohh.  [Coming  to  lum]  An  old  friend.  [Offering  his  hand] 
Wont  \ou  give  us  your  hand. 

Far.  No,  no  ;  we  must  be  strangers. 

Mohb.  Strangers!  Ibis  is  not  the  way  to  make  us  so. 
Psha!  you  are  joking,  You  can't  have  forgotten  how  you 
grasped  this  old  limb  six  years  ago,  as  if  your  heart  were  in 
your  hand,  and  vowed  you'd  share  my  good  or  evil  fortune. 

Jem.  [Aside]  I'll  cut  my  stick,  and  see  vhat  I  can  pick  up 
in  an  honest  vay,  [  Exit  into  home,  l  3d  e. 

Far.  Look  you,  Mobb — I  vowed  that  when  blinded  by 
guilt  ;  I've  since  seen  my  error,  though  not  till  lately.  Soon 
after  we  pnittul,  in  my  feigned  character  of  corn-dealer,  I  ^ 
became  known  to  and  married  a  woman  in  whom  I  found 
virtue  was  not  a  name,  but  part  and  parcel  of  herself ;  and 
the  force  of  example  has  wrought  a  greater  change  in  nie  than 
could  all  the  sermons  that  were  ever  preached.  Still  unknown 
to  her,  and  tempted  by  the  love  of  gain,  1  occasionally  con- 
tinued my  old  courses,  till  I  had  amassed  a  sufficient  sum  to 
pui chase  this  farm  ;  then,  having  placed  her  above  the  reach 
of  poverty,  I  endeavored  by  a  sincere  repentance  to  atone  for 
my  former  crimes. 

Mohb.  This  may  be  so,  but  I  can't  very  well  understand  it. 
Well,  since  you  refuse  me  your  friendship,  let  ub  to  busintss. 
B 
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As  you  are  so  well  off  in  the  world,  lend'  me  fiftj  pounds, 
and  you  shall  never  clap  eyes  qn  me  again. 

Far.  1  can't — I  hav'nt  a  pound  in  the  world. 

Mubb.  Then  you  must  assist  me  to  get  it ;  for  the  blood- 
hounds are  in  full  cry  after  me,  and  ifl  don't  quit  thecountryy 
1  shall  be  run  down. — In  some  foreign  clim6  1  may,  perhaps> 
better  my  fortune,  dnd  afford  to  be  honest".  Italy  seems  a  good 
place  for  one  of  our  craft — 1  beg  youf  pardon— my  craft for 
there  people  love  to  be  pillaged'  because  the  robbers  wear  line 
dresses  and  have  fine  names. 

Far,  But  how — how  am  I  to  assist  you  ? 

Mobb,  You  see,  as  old  considepation  prevents  my  cracking 
your  ken  to-night,  as  I  intended,  1  mus^t  turn  again  to  a  noble 
prize,  which  I  was  obliged  to  give  up  in  despair,  through  Bill 
Barton  being  lagged  on  the  road  ;  and  it  requiring  more  than? 
one  dexterous  hand  to  accomplish. — Now,  in  all  England,  if 
you  ar'nt  forgotten  you  old  trade,  I  could'nt  tind  a  better  to 
supply  his  place  nor  you. 

Fur.  1  ! 

Mobb,  You. — Damn  it,  don't  stare  so,  man  ! — One  woulcfi 
think  y6u  had  never  had  your  finger  in  such  a  pie  before! — 
Listen  :  the  day  I  escaped  from  the  hulks,  1  learned  by  accident 
the  affairs  of  two  brothers  who  live  at  a  great  distace  from  eacb 
other,  who  are  both  equally  rich,  and  both  keep  considerable 
sums  on  their  premises  to  carry  on  their  trade  of  usury  ;  but 
their  money  is  so  concealed  under  their  beds,  that  it  would  be 
impossible  to  get  at  it  with  out  disturbing  them  ;  and  the  con- 
sequence of  making  them  bleed  would  be  murder, — You  know 
that  is  a  branch  of  our  profession  I  have  always  objected  to. — 
Now  these  two  brothers  each  pray  for  the  other's  death,  that 
he  may  enjoy  the  other's  property. — Well,  taking  advantage  of 
this,  myself,  Bill  Barton,  and  two  others,  addressed  a  letter 
to  each  of  the  brothers,  informing  him  of  the  other's  death,, 
and  desiring  their  immediate  attendance  at  each  other's  resi- 
dence. 1  his  we  know  will  be  quite  enough  to  start  them  on- 
their  journey  ;  and  we  contrived  that,  the  letter  should  arrive 
at  such  a  time,  that  they  will  be  enabled  to  preform  about 
half  their  journey  by  ten  or  eleven  this  very  night.  Fear 
of  us  gents,  of  the  road,  and  the  expense,  will  not  let  them 
travel  any  other  way  than  by  the  stage,  and  that  only  goes  by 
day. — 'Tisnot  far  from  hence  ;  so  you've  only  to  mount  your 
horse,  put  Jemmy  on  his  cupper  to  spy  out  for  us  (  for  my 
horse  is  too  jaded  to  carry  more  than  one  ),  and  this  night  we 
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anake  a  rich  booty — five  hundred  pounds  at  least,  half  of  which 
jou  shall  have  for  your  trouble. 

Far,  No — no — no — no'l 

Mohh.  riien  lend  me  the  fifty  pouuds, 

Far»  IcanH. 

Mohh.  '1  hen  you  must  do  the  other. 
Fm\  Must! 

Mohh.  Come,  come — no  big  looks  with  me  ;  I'm  too  old  a 
isoldier  to  be  fiightened  by  a  popgun  —  I  must  either  beg  or 
borrow  ;  but  as  the  latter  is  most  gentlemanly,  1  prefer  it.  If 
you  won't  lend,  1  must  find  a  friend  elsewhere  :  but  mark  me 
— by  hell !  if  I'm  lagged  for  want  of  means  to  eflfect  my  escape, 
I'll  not  be  lagged  alone — you  understand  me. 

Fur,  Consider  my  wife  and  child  :  should  this  enterprise 
ifail.and  aoight  ill  come  of  it,  it  would  break  their  hearts. 

MoUb.  I've  felt  the  tender  passion,  and  know  what  it  is 
^when  once  a  pretty  woman  has  twined  herself  round  a  man's 
(lieart  ;but  when  a  halter's  round  a  man's  neck,  charity  begins 
at  home. —  I  don't  see  why  your  hand  should  push  me  oft'  the 
il  adder. 

Fnter  Hammer,  l  u  e,  dnink,  with  "  Damaged  Goods" 
chalked  on  his  back. 

Ham,  I've  been  bidding  every  body  good  night,  till  they 
ibid  me  to  get  out ;  and  now  I'm  going,  going — [ReeU  against 
Mobb]  1  beg  your  pardon,  sir, 

Mohh,  Begone ! 

Harn,  Thank  you,  sir — I  take  your  bidding.  [Bows  himself 
Mgainst  the  Farmer]  1  beg  your  pardon.  Oh,  lord  !  is  it  you  i 
1  say,  your  aJe  is  very  strong,  particularly  when  mixed  with 
ibrandy.  1  say,  I'mgorng!  Think  of  the  messuage.  [Laughing'] 
Ha,  ha!  Who  from]  That's  a  good  one!  But,  recollect, 
^two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  before  twelve  to-morrow.  Ha, 
Jia  !  Who  from  ?    Going,  going,  gone.  [Exit,  r. 

Mohh,  Now  what  say  you  1  You  must  decide  between  the 
loan  of  the  fifty,  the  venture  for  two  hundied  and  fifty,  or  the 
gallows  ;  I'll  admit  of  no  parley. 

Far.  (Aside)  Two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  is  the  sum 
•would  buy  this  land.    '  Jls  but  one  more  ventuie,  and  that  I 
am  compelled  to  make,  and  1  sweat  it  shall  be  the  last. 
Mobb,  Come,  decide,  for  time  presses. 
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Far,  May  I  depend  on  your  secrecy,  and  your  immediately 
leaving  the  ccunlry  1 

Mobb.  You  may;  and  Old  Mobb  never  pledged  his  word 
to  a  falsehood,  not  if  it  were  to  the  devil, 

Far.  But  are  you  sure  the  adventure  is  as  safe  as  you  say  1 

Mobb,  He  keeps  no  servant,  and,  consequently,  his  house 
will  be  empty.  Besides  it  stands  far  from  any  hum.tn  h;5bi- 
tation.  Psha!  sha'nt  we  have  Jemmy  with  us  to  pilot  tiie 
way  I 

Far,  True,  true.    You're  sure  the  booty  is  at  le;ist  five 
hundred  pounds] 
Mobb,  I  am. 

Far.  And  1  am  to  have  half? 
Mobb,  I'll  insure  it  you. 
Far,  Then  I'll  do  it. 

Mobb.  Ah,  ha!  1  thought  you  were  not  dead  to  all  feeling. 
Your  hand  upon  it. 

Far,  (^Giving  his  hand)  There  ! 

Mobb,  And  now  let's  away  as  speedily  as  possible. 

Far,  Stay!    I've  sad  forbodings;  my  wife,  my  child  ! 

Mobb,  Psha,  man  !  think  of  them  to  morrow.  1  have  dis- 
guises in  my  saddle  bag.  Rouse  thee  !  1  hink  of  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  pounds  for  a  few  hours'  ride. 

Far,  True,  true.    Come  on,  then. 

[Music — Eieunt  into  thehouse,  l  3d  e. 

SCENE  II. ^Interior  of  the  Farm, 

Enter  Jemmy  Twitcher,  u 

Jem,  {Peeping  about)  Vm  picking  up  my  crumbs  here, 
howsumdever ;  I've  boned  this  child's  coral,  a  feminine's 
night-cap,  a  top  of  the  pepper  castor,  and  ttiis  pockei-pi^tol 
oi  Brandy.  Come,  that's  none  so  vorser.  Apples  anti  eggs 
have  been  the  wery  extent  of  my  priggings  for  tiie  last  niuiuli. 
I  vish  1  had  a  geni  for  highvayishness.  It's  wery  odd  as  i 
can't  complish  a  burglary  or  a  highway  job;  but  vhenever 
1  attempts  it,  1  funks  so,  that  I  am  sure  to  put  my  iooi  in  il. 
1  can  spy  out,  and  put  others  on  the  track,  but  1  can't  do  tiie 
thing  itself.  1  never  cried  Stand  !  but  to  one  man  ;  and  1  ni 
blowed  if  he  didn't  make  me  valk  five  miles  to  the  next  ma- 
gistrate, who,  on  account  of  my  youth,  committed  m^e  as  a 
wagabond  for  three  months.  I  vonce  tried  my  hand  cracking  a 
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ken;  veil,  I  sinivated  myself  in,  but  I  got  so  feare'd,  that» 
curse  me,  if  I  could  get  out ;  and  vlien  the  servants  found  me 
in  the  morning,  they  gave  me  a  good  ducking,  Now,  Old 
J\lobb  is  an  hero,  and  so  is  the  captain  ;  they  never  fails, 
vhereby  they  never  loses.  Ever  since  I  was  a  little  kinchin, 
l*ve  looked  and  vondered  at  that  Old  Mobb,  till  I've  loved 
him  as  if  he  vas  my  own  natral  father. — 1.  vish  he  vas  ;  then 
he'd  nitiate  me  into  the  mystery  of  them  ere  concarns. 

[Takes  out  an  apple,  and  begins  eating  it. 

Enter  John  and  Thomas,  a  little  tipsy,  and  others  with  their 
Wives,  L. 

Wife,  Come,  John,  now  come  home, — thee'st  had  enough* 
John,  Well,  I  think  I  have,  wench;  so  let's  all  go  whoam. 
All,  Ay,  ay. 

Tha,  Let's  ha'  t'other  ^p. 
John.  Shall  us } 
Wives^  No,  no,  no. 

John,  Well  then,  gie  us  a  buss  all  round,  aiiu  we  won't  — 
but  )io  home  like  good  peaceable  souls. —  Now  I'll  give  the 
wovd  in  milentary  fashion :  make  ready,  present,  fire!  {The 
vien  all  kiss  their  vnves — jemmy  comes  f  oricard  al  the  time,  a)td 
kis.^es  one  of^  the  girls  vnawures  —  she  screams  out.y  What's  that 
ior] — Why,  if  that  egg-stealer  ha'nt  been  stealing  a  kiss! 

Jem,  Veil  vot  ov  it — 1  think  you  said  fire  ? 

John.  Well,  and  what  it'  I  did? 

Jem.  Vhy,  I  obeyed  orders,  and' fired  accordingly. 

Jolin.  t)h,  you  did,  did  you,  Mr.  Egg  sucker? 

Tiio.  {Knocking  Jemmy's  hat  over  his  eyes.)  I  say,  do  you 
hear  anything  knock? 

Jem.  No,  but  1  felt  it. 

John,  Now,  girls,  set  to  and  sarve  him  out. 

[The  women  pinch  Jemmy. 

Jem.  [Running  ahont.]  Oh,  murder,  murder  ! 

Women.  [Making  Inm  kneel]  Beg  pardon  on  your  marrows. 

Jem.  1  does,  1  does.  [Eiennt  Women  and  Men,  Unighing,  u. 
Oh,  crikee,  If  1  shan't  be  more  bluer  nor  a  blue  bottle!  —  Vo- 
menareso  spiteful, ;  ever  since  a  paradice  were  lost,  they've 
had  a  touch  of  the  old  serpent  in  'em.  Niver  mind,  I've  bo- 
ned one  of  their  vipers. 
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Enter  Old  Mobb,  r, 

Mflhh,  Von,  Jemmy,  away  to  where  my  horse  is  fastened  ia 
the  copse,  and  bide  my  coming. 

Jem.  Ay,  Master  Mobb,  [Aside.}  There's  some  noble  vork 
in  hand,  1  varrants,  and  I  shall  have  a  hand  in  it.  Who  knows 
but  I  may  live  to  have  the  honor  of  being  hung  between  them 
*woyet?  [Exit^L. 

Enter  The  Golden  Farjjer,  r. 

Far.  My  mind  misgives  me. 

Mobb.  rsha.  man!  you've  let  this  same  virtue  play  tricks 
Vf'ith  your  courage  ;  your  mor^il  rogues  are  eve**  cowards. 

Enter  Elizabeth,  r. 

Eli,  (r.  c)  George,  where  are  you  going ^  and  who  is  this- 
«trange  looking  man? 

Far,  (c.)  He's  a  cattle  dealer  from  the  north,  who  tells  me 
that  some  twenty  miles  off  he  has  some  bargains  worth  looking 
after. 

Eli,  But  you  have  no  money. 

Mobb,  (l.c.)  His  bill  at  three  months  is  as  good  as  gold  at 
•any  market  within  a  hundred  miles. 
Eli,  But  you  are  not  going  to  night! 
Far,  1  must,  love, 

Eli,  Law,  George,  what  makes  you  so  melancholy? 
Far,  I  don't  know — 1 — 1  

Eli,  But  I  do,:  you  are  worrying  and  vexing  yourself  be- 
cause you  are  unable  to  buy  this  land  to-morrow. 

Far,  You're  right,  Bess ;  but  perhaps  something  may  turn 
up  that  you  little  dream  of.  ^ 

Eli,  Why  what  a  silly  man  you  are  to  let  such  a  trifle  as  that 
annoy  you! — We  can  do  without  it;  and  what  matters  if  it 
does  destroy  the  uniformity  of  the  farm. 

Far,  Yes,  but  that  trifling  addition  would  enhance  the  value 
of  my  farm  in  an  almost  twofold  degree, 

Mobb,  [Impatiently.]  Come,  come. 

Far,  Good  by,  Bess,  good  by  I 

Eli,  Good  by,  George ;  and  God  protect  and  guide  you  in 
what's  right. 
Far,  £h! 

Mobb,  Come,  [Aside]  or  you'll  lose  your  land  and  your 
two  hundred  and  fifty  to  boot. 
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Tar,  Right, — right.  Good  by,  Bess;  and  Heaven  bless 
thee  till  I  return !  [i4stde]  And  now.  then,  for  the  last  crime 
1  will  ever  be  guilty  of !       [EaewHt  Mobb  and  Farmer,  l. 

£/i.  (c  )  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  almost  feel  as  if  I 
could  cry  with  the  thought  that  I  shall  never  see  hioi  more  ! — 
How  strange!  Psha! — I'm  getting  as  silly  as  he  is  about  the 
plot  of  land! — No,  no;  he*s  too  good,  and  we  have  hitherto 
lived  too  happily,  for  aught  but  death  to  cross  us ;  and  when 
that  happens,  all  I  pray  is  that  the  same  flowers  may  bloom 
•over  us  both,  \^i\mc. — u. 

"SCENE  III. — Moonlight — A  synall  house,  enclosed  tvkk  a  high 
iffl//,  071  the  top  of  which  ar^  large  long  spikes^  l  u  k. — a 
town  in  the  distance — Hammers  liouse  r  »  e.-  fruit  trees- 
are  seen  over  the  wall  of  the  garden ,  full  of  fruit. 

Hammer,  [Singing  without,  l.]  "Don't  you  know  I'm  the 
be^vdle  of  the  parish  V 

Enter  Hammer,  l. 

Ha,  ba?  these  harvest  homes  are  rare  things.  Here  have  I 
been  singing  and  tippling,  tippling  and  singing,  till  I've  sung 
and  tippled  myseif  tipsy,  i  bis  is  very  wrong  for  a  man  in 
office  to  be  a  man  in  liquor.  Ha, ha!  if  a  man  doesn't  get 
<lrunk,  how  is  he  to  know  when  he's  sober.  Now,  then  to 
xouse  my  better  half.  [Knocks at  thedoor]  My  dear,  my  sweet. 
1  shall  bid  her  open  the  door,  and  she'll  bid  me  begone.  My 
love!  my  duck! 

Mrs.  H.  [At  the  window]  My  goose! — what  you've  come 
home  drunk  again ! 

Ham,  No,  my  dear,  only  a  little  ^toxicated. 

Mrs,  H,  Then  where  you  got  drunk,  you  may  sleep,  for  the 
devil  a  bit  do  you  come  in  here  to-night.  I'll  cure  you  of 
coming  home  in  this  beastly  state  every  night  in  the  week. 

Ham,  But,  my  dear,  the  dew's  falling. 
'  Mrs,H.  Yes,  and  your  rent's  due;  and  if  you  waste  your 
earnings  in  di  ink,  how  is  it  to  be  paid  ? 

Ham,  1  see  1  must  show  my  authority.  Madam,  would 
yon  leave  your  lord  and  master — auctioneer,  churchwarden, 
and  undertaker,  to  lie  in  the  street  2 

Mrs,  H.  You  may  lie  in  or  lie  out  of  the  street,  but  you 
shan't  make  me  lie  any  more.  1  promised  I'd  serve  you  so, 
and  I'll  keep  my  word. 
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Ham,  I  bid  you  open  the  door. 
Mrs.  H.  And  I  bid  you  be  off. 

Ham,  Then  I'll  knock  the  door  down  in  spite  of  yourbeinrj 
the  highest  bidder. 

Mrs.  H.  If  you  dare  to  make  the  least  noise,  I'll  alarm  the 
neighbourhood,  and  have  you  taken  up  lor  burglary;  and 
then  we  shall  see  how  an  auctioneer,  chuichwaiden  and  un- 
dertaker, will  look,  paying  five  shillings  to  the  magistrate  to- 
morrow morning  for  disorderly  conduct ;  so  good  night,  my 
dear  brute.  [Closes  the  window. 

Ham.  That's  a  knock  down  argument,  she  has  me  there, 
and  she  has  me  here.  Oh,  you  stony-hearted  catamaran,  I'll 
take  you  to  Smithfield  with  xhalter  round  your  neck,  and  sell 
you  to  the  highest  bidder.  There'll  be  an  alteration  for  you, 
you  rip  of  a  rib !  If  we  live  much  longer  together,  I  shall 
shorten  the  life  of  that  woman,  and  be  transported  for  man- 
slaughter. What  am  I  to  do?  no  M'ife,  no  bed,  1  can't  go 
back  to  my  friends,  its  too  late  ;  and  to  kick  up  a  row  would 
be  a  dereliction  of  duty.  Duty,  now  I  thmk  of  it,  Mr.  Peter 
Piebald,  the  money-lender,  asked  me  to  have  an  eye  on  his 
premises  to  night,  as  he  was  to  go  to  town  in  a  great  hurry,  in 
consequence  of  his  brother's  death.  So  I'll  lie  down  here  and 
take  a  snooze.  Stop,  1  may  as  well  put  up  a  notice.  (  W rites 
with  chalk  on  the  wall  in  large  tetters,  "HI  HAM  ON  THE 
WASH.")  That's  what  1  call  having  an  eye  to  business.  — 
( Lies  down  against  tJce  well  )  There,  and  when  my  wife  opens 
the  door  in  the  morning  she'll  find  me  a  knocker.  [Sleeps, 

Music — Elder  Jemmy  TwncuERf  with  a  Udder,  r,  looking 
caut  iously  round,  and  beckoning  on  Old  Mobb,  and  the 
Golden  Farmer,  disguised  and  masked, 

Jem,  All's  right  as  a  trivet. 

Mobb,  Are  you  sure  no  one  is  in  the  house  1 

Jem,  Not  a  living  creature. 

Mobb.  Then  while  we  enter  by  the  front,  do  you  keep  watch 
in  the  rear,  and  be  ready  to  assist  us  in  our  escape,  should 
we  be  surprised  and  foiced  to  retreat  over  this  wall.  Mmd,  a. 
whistle  from  you  or  us  must  be  the  signal  of  alarm  on  either 
side.  [To  the  Farmer j  What,  man,  are  you  asleep?  Where 
are  the  skeleton  keys  and  centre  bit  ? 

Far,  Here— here.    Would  I  could  retreat! 
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Mohb,  Damnation  !  Is  not  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
worth  venturing  any  lengths  for'*  And  here  you  have  it 
without  risk  or  trouble. 

Far,  Com  ?  on  then,  an(]  you  shall  find  1  have  not  forgotten 
my  old  skill.  [F.ieimt  i-armrr  und  2Iobh,  l.  c. 

Jem.  Now,  I  never  could  manage  the.se  skeleton  keys  and 
centre-bits.  How  precious  cold  it  is !  I'll  try  a  drop  of  that 
brandy  as  I  stole.  [Dri/iks]  Blow  me,  if  that  isn't  vhat  I  calls 
reg'lar  good  stuff!  [Drinks  ugabt]  I  suppose  they're  in  by 
this  time.  [Drinks]  Nice  apples  and  pears  ihem  ;  how  my 
"fingers  do  itch  to  be  at  'em.  A  good  thought!  Here's  the 
ladder — and  it  would  not  take  mea  minuke  to  fill  my  pockets. 
1  vill,  too — for  they  vont  have  ddne  this  hour.  [  Places  the  lad- 
der against  the  uall,  and  ascends — Mt/s?c]  Oh,  crikey,  what 
beauties.  I'll  take  up  the  ladder,  for  f  ar^and  body  should 
valk  off  vith  it.  [Takes  up  the  ladder]  Curse  these  iiejre 
spikes,  how  unkimmon  awkward  they  is.  '  ^ 

Ham.  [Yawning]  Oh,  lord!  I'm  almost  frozen.  If  my  ' 
wife  causes  me  to  catch  my  death,  I'll  swear  my  life  against  her.  T 

Jem,  [Seeing  lights  pass  in  the  house.]  'I'hey're  at  the  old 
miser's  shiners. 

Ham,  Lh!  Shiners!  I'm  in  the  shade,  and  the  moon  is 
the  only  shiner  I  see.  I'll  walk  a  bit,  or  else  I  shall  be  a 
stiff  one  before  morning.  What  do  I  see — lij^hts  in  Old  Pie- 
bald's house  1  [Gets  vp  and.  walks  underneath  where  Jemmy  is 
gathering  the  apples,  and Jiirmghis  pockets  and  hat  with  them — 
The  hat  slips  out  of  his  handy  and  the  apples  come  showering  on 
Hammer's  head]  Oh,  Lord!    Here's  a  lot  I  didn't  bid  for. 

Jem,  O,  I  lost  all  my  apples  anrf  pears.  Nevermind — it's  on 
the  right  side,  and  so  I'll  get  down.  [Puts  down  the  ladder, 
the  bottom  of  which  lights  on  Hammer  s  shoulders,  with  his  head 
between  the  two  uprights.  Jemmy  pushing  his  head  dawn  in  ad- 
justing the  ladder, 

Har,  Hollo!  Here's  something  going  on  wrong  here.  I 
must  not  call  out  or  I  shall  alarm  them,  and  they'll  escape. 
I'll  go  and  get  assistance. 

Jem,  How  much  longer  this  ladder  appears  than  it  did 
just  now. 

[Hammer  endeavors  to  move  the  ladder  off  his  shoulders  just 
as  Jemmy  is  putting  his  fact  on  it  to  descend.  The  weight 
forces  Hammer  to  the  ground,  and  Jemmy,  loosing  Jiis  foot- 
ing,  is  caught  by  one  of  the  spikes,  and  remains  suspended 
in  the  air  by  the  hind  part  of  his  inexpressibles. 
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Ham,      Jem,  Murder!  Murder!  Thieves! 
Mrs.  H,  [Tlirmtiiig  her  head  out  of  the  window^Uf  scream^ 
iiig  and  springing  a  rattle  ]  Murder!  Help,  help  ! 

Enter  Qld  INIobb,  l  u  e,  and  the  Golden  Farmer,  masked, 
they  ■pres^.nt  pistols  to  Watchmen^who  enters  r  and  l.  Mis 
Hammer  thinking  them  Robbers,  empties  a  basiii  of'  water 
on  them ,  and  the  drop  fulls, 

END   OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  IL 


ENE  I. —  Interior  of  the  Golden  Farm er^s  House — a  win^ 
dow,  c,  I  ,— a  door,  l.  s.  e. — a  staircase,  leading  to  an  vpper 
open  apartment  at  the  back,  from  which,  by  placing  a  ladder, 
you  may  ascend  to  the  root- — on  the  doorpost  are  two  large 
staples,  to  admit  a  bar  of  wood,  the  common  fastening  of  farm 
house  doors — a  corner  cupboard,  r. — tables,  chairs,  S^c. — time, 
sunrise — the  sun  is  shining  through  the  window,  c.  f. 

Elizabeth,  discovered  near  the  table,  with  Louisa  sitting  on 
her  knee, 

Eli,  Four  days,  and  George  not  returned  !  —  How  strange 
— how  very  strange! — He  never  stayed  beyond  one  day  from 
home  ;  and,  anxious  for  my  peace  of  mind,  he  always  sent 
me  word. — Oh!  this  agony  of  suspense  is  insupportable! 

Lou,  Why  doesn't  father  come  home,  mother  1 

Eli.  I  know  not,  child — I  know  not:  would  that  I  did! 

Lou.  Oh  1  I  do  so  long  to  kiss  him  ! — Don't  you,  mother  ? — 
Why  do  you  cry,  molher?  You'll  make  me  cry  if  you  cry; 
and  father  says  I'm  naughty  when  I  cry. 

Eli.  Tiue,  my  dear ;  true.  'Tis  seldom,  since  we  wedded, 
that  aught  has  caused  a  tear  to  dim  my  eye  ;  but  now  they 
will  flow,  in  spite  of  me,  as  if  some  calamity  had  befallen  us. 
k7iocking  heard  ut  the  door"]  Ah  I  I'^hey  rise, 

Lou,  Oh,  here's  father  I 

Eli.  Should  it  be  But  no  !  a  man  is  not  used  to  stand 

on  ceremony  at  his  own  door. 
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Enter  Hammer,  peeping  in  at  door,  l.  s.  e. 

Ham.  It's  only  I !  I  come  in  without  bidding 
Lou.  Have  you  brought  father  with  you  ] 
Ham,  No,  my  dear. 
Lou,  Oh,  I'm  so  sorry! 
Ham.  Is  he  froiu  home  ? 

Eli,  Yes  ;  he  has  not  been  home  since  Monday  last,  now 
four  days. 

Ham.  That's  strange! — He  called  on  me  last  Tuesday  to 
complete  the  purchase  of  that  piot  of  land  i  spoke  to  him 
about,  which  he  no  sooner  settled,  than  he  went  to  a  lawyer, 
and  made  an  assignment  of  the  whole  over  to  you  and  your 
■child.  He  said  he  thought  it  was  t'ue  better  way  to  secure  it 
to  you,  for  fear  any  ill-luck  should  happen  that  might  deprive 
jou  of  it. 

Eli.  What  idle  tale  is  this  ? 

Ham.  No  tale,  I  assure  you,  madam,  unless  it  be  this  red 
tail  which  is  attached  to  the  deed.  Here,  madam,  is  the  as- 
signment, which  1  was  requested  by  the  lawyer  to  deliver  into 
your  hands  after  having  witnessed  it ;  so  your  own  eyes  may 
convince  you  of  the  truth  of  what  I  assert. 

[Giving  her  a  parchment, 

Eli,  It  is  so,  indeed ! 

Ham,  Indeed  it  is,  and  so  securely  yours,  that,  were  your 
husband  to  be  hanged,  not  all  the  lawyers,  including  the 
devil,  who  was  the  first,  could  deprive  you  of  it. 

Eli,  Did  he  assign  no  reason  ] 

Ham.    No — tie  only  assigned  the  estate, 

Eli.  Did  he  send  no  message  ? 

Ham.  None  but  the  messuage  included  in  that  deed. 

Eli,  Did  he  not  say  where  he  was  going  1 

Ham.  He  said  he  was  going  home,  and  I  thought  he  was 
gone.  But  why  this  alarm,  madam  1  There's  nothing  to 
fear.  Thank  you,  I  will  take  a  little  refreshment  from  your 
corner  cupboard — I  don't  want  a  bidding,  you  see.  {Goes 
to  the  corner-cupboard,  and  takes  out  a  bottle,  and  helps  himself 
to  a  glass  of  brandy,]  Your  health,  madam  !  Going — going 
— gone  !  [Drinks  it  off.]  Won't  you  take  a  little] — Don't 
say  no,  if  you  won't,  you're  quite  welcome.  Bless  my  soul!  I 
beg  your  pardon,  I  forgot  to  drink  your  husband's  health. — 
Here's  the  worthy  Golden  Farmer! — Going — going — gone! 

[Drinks, 
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Lou,  You  must'nt  drink  it  all ;  leave  some  for  poor  father! 

Ham.  Bless  my  sodl,  I  quite  forgot  you!  I'm  glad  you 
reminded  me  of  it;  your  health,  my  dear.  Going— going— - 
gone,  [drinks.]  Bless  my  soul,  my  memory's  going  !  Yes, 
it's  certainly  going  ;  for,  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  brandy, 
I  should  have  gone  without  giving  you  a  military  letter  I  was 
requested  to  bring  to  you  from  the  neighbouring  town. 

Kli,  A  military  letter!  It  must  be  from  my  dear  brother. 

Ham.  Have  you  a  brother  in  the  army,  then  ? 

FAi.  Yes  ;  our  father  and  mother  died,  some  six  years  ago, 
when  iie  was  but  quite  a  boy ;  he  enlisted,  and  1  have  never 
seen  him  since,  though  we  have  ofter  heard  of  his  good  con- 
duct and  advancement.  [Reading 

Ham.  Read  away,  don't  mind  me  ;  a  military  letter  ought 
to  be  read,  you  know,  [lititghing.]  Ha,  ha  !  Bless  my  heart, 
hov/  remiss  1  am!  I  beg  your  pardon.  Your  brother's  good 
health,  and  Miss,  may  the  brave  soldier  never  want  arms. 
If  1  was  a  soldier,  I  should  say,  may  he  never  want  legs* 
Going — going — gone,  '  [Drinks, 

Eli.  He  writes  me  he  will  be  here  this  very  morning,  and 
that  he  is  now  a  serjeant. 

Ham.  Oh,  the  army  is  a  glorious  profession  ;  and  if  it 
wasn't  for  the  drillings,  and  the  marchings,  and  the  fightings,, 
I  don't  know  but  I  should  have  been  a  hero  myself.  But 
curse  those  bullets,  they  knock  you  down,  and  you'ie  gone 
before  you  know  you're  going. 

Eli.  He  may  be  seeking  us  in  the  village,  now..  I  wil! 
hasten  there,  and  at  least  leave  directions  for  the  easy  finding 
of  us.  Perhaps  I  may  hear  something  of  George,  too,,  by  the 
way.    Come,  my  dear. 

Ham.  Did  you  speak  to  me? 

Eli.  No,  sir,  to  the  child.  Come,  Louisa,  I  will  go  and 
see  after  father.  [Eneitnt  Elizabeth  and  Lovisaf  l  d  f. 

Ham.  Going,  going,  gone,  without  even  a  wink  or  a  nod 
wink.  1  beg  leave  to  say,  madam,  that  your  conduct  is  quite 
ungentlemanly^;  and  if  you  were  a  man,  I  should  knock  ypii 
down.  What  spirit  brandy  gives  a  man!  Bless  my  soul, 
I  forgot  to  diink  to  myself.  Hammer,  my  boy,  here's  your 
uncommon  good  health  and  success,  because  you're  a  damned 
good  fellow.  Going,  going,  gone.  And  now  I'll  be  going. 
How  my  eyes  twinkle  !  Girls,  look  out,  or  I  shall  wink  at 
you  most  uncommonly.  [Idughing]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Going 
going,  gone.  [Music, — Exit  at  the  do(yr,  l  s  e. 
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After  apavst  Jemmy  Twitcher  peeps  in  at  the  window, 

Jem,  No  von  here  ;  then  in  I  goes,  and  no  mistake.  [Enters 
cttutiouslif  at  the  door,  l  s  f,.]  All's  right,  and  a  pint  to  come 
in.  What  a  transmogrification !  1  as  vos  vonce  a  spy  for 
Old  Mobb  and  Captain  Strike,  am  now  a  spy  for  the  ^officers. 
Veil,  vot  ov  ill  Didn't  they  pint  out  the  wiciousness  of  my 
vays,  vhen  they  gived  me  five  pound  to  turn  king's  /jevidence> 
and  bring  them  as  is  guilty  to  condign  punishment.  And  didn't 
they  say  as  I  must  reform,  because  every  body  reforms  now- 
a-days.  1  mustn't  pretend  to  more  wirtue  than  my  betters. 
Veil,  it's  wery  odd  how  they  found  out  all  about  Old  Mobb 
and  the  Faimer's  cracking  that  ere  crib  vere  I  vas  skewered 
up  in  the  air,  because  1  only  just  bragged  on  it  vhcn  I  was 
toxicated  ;  and  it's  more  odder  still  how  they  nabbed  'em 
afore  I  vas  sober ;  and  most  oddest  of  all,  how  soon  they  found 
true  bills  agin  'em  ;  and  that  the  Farmer  should  break  prison 
and  escape  arter  he'd  been  found  guilty,  afore  they  vas  up 
this  morning,  and  afore  they  could  hang  him  to-morrow.  1 
vonder  vhere  he  is  !  They  thinks  as  how  he's  com'd  home, 
and  they've  sent  me  forward  to  reconnoitre  ;  and,  if  I  could, 
to  remove  all  the  fastenings  of  the  doors  and  vindows,  that 
there  might  be  no  bar  to  their  taking  on  him.  Come  home! 
I  thinks  he  knows  a  trick  worth  two  o'  that.  There  seems  to 
be  no  fastening  to  the  door,  and  yet  someat  is  intended  to  go 
in  here.  [Pointing  to  the  rings.]  Vy,  it's  big  enough  to  put 
an  arm  in.  [sees  the  bur]  Oh,  this  is  vhat  fastens  the  door. 
Do  you  call  that  nothing?  [Takes  t?ie  bar.]  My,  rum  «n,  I 
makes  you  a  valking-stick,  and  valks  you  off.  Now  for  the 
vindow.  Eh  !  I  heard  some  vonf  Should  it  be  the  Farmer 
— Veil,  vot  ov  it  ?  Vy,  if  he  finds  me  here,  shan't  I  catch  it 
neither?  [He  is  going  off"  at  the  door  l  s  v:,when  it  slowly 
opens,  and  he  conceals  himself  behind  it. 

Music — Enter  The  Golden  Farmer  at  the  door,  l  s  e,  hag- 
gard  and  pale,  his  clothes  in  disorder  and  part  of  an  iron  fetter 
on  one  leg.  As  he  advances,  Jemmy  whips  from  behind  the 
door,  L  s  E,  and  exit. 

Far,  So,  here  I  am,  again,  and  for  the  last  time,  beneath 
the  roof  of  my  once  happy  home,  that  a  crime,  which  had  not 
the  palliation  of  want  to  excuse,  has  for  ever  deprived  me  of 
Oh,  roan  I  man!  when  happy,  not  satisfied  >  when  rich,  still 
C 
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f  ras^ping  for  more  ;  could  you  be  content  with  enoi^gh,  bow 
nuich  better  would  be  thy  lot  hereafter  !  My  cup  of  fortune 
was  full,  but  1  must  needs  run  it  over,  and  have  lost  all. — 
The  wish  to  see  my  poor  wife  and  child,  whom  I  have  dis- 
honored, instead  of  making  my  escape,  is  rash  ;  but  the  hold 
they  have  upon  me  seems  to  supersede  all  other  considera- 
tions, i  will  but  take  a  last  farewell  of  them,  and  then  has- 
ten to  save  myself  and  them  from  the  disgrace  of  an  ignomi- 
dIous  death.  But  where  are  they  !  No  one  here?  Can  the 
strong  armx>f  thq  law  have  molested  them? 

Enter  Louisa  runniug  in  at  the  door,  l  se. 
Lou.  I'm  at  home  first,  [sees  the  Farmer.]  Oh,  father  is 
that  yon  ?  [Running  to  him,]  1  am  so  glad  to  see  you  ! 

Far.  [Kissing  her  rapturouslu.]    Are  you.  my  dear,  are  you! 
Lou    I'hat  1  am  ;  and  so  will  mother.    Oh,  1  must  run 
and  tell  her.    Mother  !  mother  !  Father's  come  home  ! 

[  Exit  E  s  F,. 

Far.  Do  I  not  deserve  to  die  a  thousand  deaths,  to  bring 
misery  on  such  a  wife  and  such  a  child? 
Eli,  [wilhout]  Where  is  he?  George! 

Enter  Elizabet'h,  at  the  door,  ls  e. 

Oh,  George,  how  happy  has  your  return  made  me  !  Where 
have  you  been?  How  pale  you  look  !  Are  you  ill,  George? 
Your  clothes  seem  torn.    Have  you  been  robbed  ? 

Fnr»  Don't  name  the  word,  for  heaven's  sake  don't ! 

Eli.  Why  that  gaze  of  honor?  You  are  ill,  let  me  fetch 
assistance. 

Far,  No,  no  ;  No  one  must  know  of  my  being  here ! 
EU.  You  alarm  me!    Tell  me,  dearest  George,  what  is 
the  matter  ? 

Far.  Oh,  my  bonny  Bess !  This  is  perhaps  the  last  time  I 
may  ever  call  thee  so. 

Eli.  For  heaven's  sake,  speak! 

Far.  I've  but  little  time  to  spare,  and  the  sooner  it  is  told 
the  J)etter.  Elizabeth,  look  here  !  [Showing  the  iron  on  his  leg, 

EU.  What  does  that  badge  of  crime  mean  ? 

Far.  That  you  see  before  you  a  condemned  felon. 

Eli.  [Starting  back]  Gracious  powers  ! 

Far.  You  may  well  look  at  me  with  horror ;  I  deserve  it. 
Hate  me,  and  I  may  bear  up  against  my  fate ! 
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Fdi.  No,  no;  I  have  sworn  before  Heaven  to  love  you — 
and  through  good  and  ill  report,  you  shall  find  me  the  wife 
you  have  ever  known  me.  [Throwing  herself  into  his  arw6-] 
Oh,  Georoe  I  did  1  ever  think  to  see  you  thus? 

Far,  You  have  not  known  me  truly  till  now.  Before  I 
met  thee,  the  hiyhway  wns  my  only  means  of  living:  after 
o.jr  marriage,  1  blended  honester  ways  with  the  same  evil 
courses,  till  I  had  amassed  a  sufficient  sum  to  purchase  this 
farm.  Then,  and  then  only,  did  thy  bright  example  keep  me 
from  aught  that  was  wrong,  and  1  learned  to  do  right  and 
was  happy ;  but  this  cursed  plot  of  land,  and  the  threats  of 
an  old  comrade  in  guilt,  again  tempted  me  to  commit  a  crime 
which  has  proved  my  ruin.  When  I  look  around  me,  at  thee, 
and  at  my  child,  and  see  what  I  might  have  been,  and  what 
I  am,    Oh,  God!  the  thought  will  drive  me  mad  ! 

[Falls  into  a  chair,  r. 

Eli,  Come,  George,  George  !  do  not  give  way  to  despair ; 
something  may  yet  be  done  to  save  thee. 

Fnter  Louisa,  at  the  doory  l  s  e,  running, 

Lou.  Oh,  father,  there's  such  a  parcel  of  men  with  sticks 
and  guns  coming  this  way  ! 

Far.  Ah  !  then  the  bloodhounds  have  tracked  me  ;  but  they 
shall  find  I'll  sell  my  life  dearly!       [Reaches  down  a  guru 

Eli,  For  heaven's  sake!  add  not  murder  to  you  other 
crimes!  Fly  !  save  yourself! — The  assignment  of  the  farm  to 
me  is  in  my  possession :  1  will  sell  it,  and  rejoin  you  in  some 
foreign  clime,  and  we  may  yet  be  happy. 

Far,  Those  words  have  given  me  new  life.  Farewell  t 
farewell,  my  child  !  Something  ,tells  me  we  shall  meet 
again,  (Going  to  the  dour,  l  se.)  Ah  I  they  are  within  fifty 
paces !—  Tis  impossible  to  escape  then ! 

Eli,  No,  no  ;  'tis  not  impossible :  bar  the  window,  while 
I  secure  the  door ;  that  will  gain  some  time  ;  then  ascend  that 
landing  place  by  the  aid  of  the  ladder,  and  make  your  way 
through  the  thatch.  You  can  easily  pass  along  the  roof  to  the 
outhouses  unperceived,  and  once  in  the  fields,  1  tiust  you  may 
evade  pursuit.  Away;  away!  {The  Fariner  bars  up  the  unw 
dow,  and  then  makes  his  escape  vp  the  ladder  and  theough  the 
thatch — Elizabeth  hastens  to  the  door,  l  s  e)  Ha  !  the  bar's  re- 
moved!—How  to  fasten  it — Nothing  can  save  him! — Ha! 
thank  Heaven  for  the  thought !    (Pushes  her  arm  through  the 
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staple)  This  will  hold  them  out  a  little  while.  Haste,  hus- 
band! (Noise  without,  and  an  attempt  to  force  the  door).  If 
you  attempt  it,  'twill  cost  you  dear :  my  husband  is  well 
armed,  and  death  will  be  the  consequence.  Music, — She  seems 
to  suffer  great  paiu,  and,  another  attempt  tojorce  the  door,  cries 
out)  For  mercy's  sake,  hold  back,  and  I  will  let  you  in,  [She 
/Iraws  out  her  arm,  which  has  hiood  itpon  it,  and  staggers  forward 
c,  with  her  child. 

Enter  Officers,  hastily  at  the  door,  l  s  e. 

1st  Off,  Ha  I  he  has  escaped! 

Eli,  (Sinking  on  her  knees.)  Thank  Heaven!  thank  Heaven! 

1st  Off,  Never  mind,  it's  his  wife's  fault;  and  as  I  dare 
say  she's  a  party  concerned  in  the  robbery,  we'el  let  her  know 
what  it  is  to  thwart  the  law.  (Lays  hold  of  her  arm  violently, 
she  screams,  and  clings  to  her  child  with  the  other,)  Take  that 
brat  away. 

Eli.  Oh,  for  mercy's  sake,  part  not  a  mother  from  her  child! 

Lou,  Mother,  mother ! 

1st,  Off.  lake  it  away,  I  say! 

Elu  Oh,  my  child  !  my  child! 

Lou,  Mother  !  mother !  [Music, 
Enter  William  Herbert,  hastily,  l  s  e, 

Wil,  (Intei'posing)  Ruffians,  let  go  your  hold,  or,  by  Hea- 
ven, rU  cleave  the  first  man  in  two  who  refuses ! — (The  Offi- 
cers draw  back.)  Sister! 

Eli.  Oh,  William,  is  it  you  1 

[She  bursts  into  tears,  and  throws  herself  into  his  arms, 

Wil,  When  I  learned  from  the  slander-teeming  tongues  at 
your  crowded  door  your  wretched  situation,  the  sight  of  my 
sword  soon  made  a  passage  for  me  to  your  side. 

]st.  Off.  Mind,  young  soldier,  you  are  intercepting  us  in 
our  duty. 

Wit,  Is  it  your  duty  to  insult  a  helpless  female  (To  Eliza- 
beth)  Cheer  up  I  I'll  protect  you  against  more  odds  than  [ 
see  before  me  now. 

1st  Off.  She  has  assisted  in  the  escape  of  a  felon. 

Wil,  And  that  felon  was  her  husband.  A  wife  proves  a 
man's  only  friend  when  all  else  desert  him,  and  this  is  a  crime. 
The  man  escapes,  and  you  would  vent  your  paltry  spite  upon 
a  weak,  defenceless  woman !    For  sliame — ^shame  ! 
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^st  Of.  Shame? 

Wil.  Ay,  shame.    If  the  blush  of  shame  comes  not  in  your 
cheek,  it  does  in  mine,  to  think  1  am  classed  by  nature,  with 
such  petty  tools  of  power,  whom  it  were  a  base  slander  to  * 
term  men. 

1st  Ojf.  Never  mind  :  we're  only  losing  time  talking  to  you, 
so  we'll  go  and  look  after  the  prisoner ;  we  can  find  her  at 
any  time  if  we  want  her.  [Exeunt  Officers,  6;c.  l  s  e. 

Wit.  Cotrie,  Elizabeth,  cheer  up;  cheer  up'  There,  lean 
on  me.  Courage,  las  .,  In  me  you  have  a  fii  m  friend,  and  one 
that  will  never  desert  you  in  the  hour  of  need.  *  [Leads  her  to 
the  table,  and  places  her  in  a  chair,  then  takes  the  child  on  his 
knee,  and  the  scene  closes, 

SCENE  11.--^  Wild  Country, •-^Storm.^-^Thxinder  and 
Lightning . 

JcMMY  TvviTCHER  discovered  creeping  from  behind  a  bush,  r, 

Jem,  Veil,  I'm  blowed  if  this  an't  a  coming  it,  and  no 
fni*;take.  Instead  of  being  dry  under  that  ere  bust,  I'm  quite 
wicy  warcy.  Veil,  vot  ov  it?  Better  that  than  fall  into  the 
grip  of  the  Golden  Farmer,  who,  ven  his  monkey's  up,  vould 
go  through  me  like  a  flash  of  lightning  through  a  gooseberry- 
b\ish.  I  knows  him  afore  to-day  ;  so  I  cut  my  lucky,  vhile 
they  does  the  job  of  nabbing  him,  for  they  von't  take  him 
easy  :  his  pluck,  I  do  believe,  is  as  big  as  a  bullock's  heart. 
Now  I've  got  the  reward,  and  1  von't  let  them  grab  me  agin, 
if  I  can't  help  it,  for  they  may  not  let  me  off  so  easy  as  they 
promised.  There,  my  purty  screen,  you  valks  into  my  cly! 
(JPui^  jive  pounds  into  the  side  coat  pocket,  —  Hammer  sings 
witJiout  L.)  Hey!  here's  a  vet  soul  a  doming,  howsomdever, 
only  he  seems  to  have  been  diluting  his  vater  vith  some'at 
stronger.  Veil,  vot  ov  it  1  Perhaps  he  may  prove  von  ov  of 
my  wictims, 

Enter  Hammer,  l,  singing. 

Ham,  '  Happy  and  glorious — long  to  reign  over  us  !  I've 
a  strong  suspicion  it  is  going, to  rain  over  us,  as  1  feel  my  shirt 
getting  wet.  Well,  a  short  reign  and  a  merry  one.  {Jemm% 
gets  behind  him,  and  picks  his  pocket.)  That  brandy  was  so 
strong,  that  I  want  some  water  with  il,  (^laughing)  Ha, 
c3 
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ha!  (sings)  *0n  him  be  pleased  to  pour/  But  not  this  pre- 
cious shower,  or  I'll  be  wet  through.  It's  extraordinary  what 
a  little  takes  effect  on  me!  People,  when  they  know  that, 
should  not  press  me  as  they  do,  because  I  can't  iielp  doing 
as  other  people  bid  rne  :  it's  professional,  and  comes  so  natu- 
ral to  me,  that,  let  me  take  what  1  will  in  hand,  1  always  feel 
as  if  1  was  going  it.  {lnughing)  Ha,  ha! 

Jem.  [Having  emptied  Hammer's  coat -pockets]  Please  to 
bestow  your  charity  on  a  poor  horphan,  vot  has  no  father  nor 
mother,  and  vot  is  left  prostitute  a  top  of  the  vide  vorld. 
H(wi,  Pve  no  coppers,  little  vagabond,  so  go  to  your  parish, 
Jem,  Have  you  got  a  little  sixpence  ?    I'm  sure  you're 
good  natured. 

Ham,  No,  I've  not:  I'm  a  church  warden,  and  it  is  my 
duty  not  to  be  good-natured. 

Jein,  Vot,  aie  you  von  ov  them  hard  hearted  covies? 

Ham,  Impudent  little  vagabond  !  I'll  collar  you  and  take 
you  before  a  magistrate,  and  have  you  whipped. 

Jem.  I'm  vipped  if  you  do,  though. 

Ham.  Ha!  do  you  dare  resist  a  man  in  authority  ?  If  you 
m<9ve  only  to  wink  your  eye,  Pli  knock  you  down.  Stand 
still  till  1  collar  you.  [He  makes  a  ruf,h  at  Jemmu,  whr  dips 
aiule,  and  Hammer  JulL  prostrate]  Going,  going,  gone  ! 

Jem,  XeW,  vot  ov  it?  [Laugfiing]  fla,  ha,  hu! 

Ham,  You  rascal;  how  daie  you  laugh  ]  How  should  you 
like  to  fall  ] 

Jem,  Oh,  I  never  falls:  the  Governor  above  stairs  thinks 
as  how  I  don't  deserve  it. 

Hum,  Well,  well,  help  me  up,  and  I'll  let  you  off  this  time. 
There,  easy  there,  do  it  easily. 

Jem.  [W Idle  helping  }dm  vp,  he  empties  Hammers  breeches 
and  waistcoat  pockets]  It's  the  easiest  job  1  ever  had  in  my  life. 

Ham.  [Laughing]  Ha,  ha!  I'm  not  so  heavy  as  you 
thought. 

Jem,  Nor  yet  so  heavy  as  you  was. 

Ham,  I've  strong  suspicions  I'm  drunk:  do  you  think  any 
one  can  perceive  it'{ 

Jem,  No  not  without  they  look  uncommonly  close. 

Ham,  My  clothes  are  soiled,  though,  with  this  fall.  Take 
my  handkerchief  out  of  my  pocket. 

Jem.  I  never  puts  my  hand  into  other  people's  pockets— 
'cause  why  I    I  might  be  takin  som'at. 
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Ham,  You  fool,  how  could  you  take  anything  wh(*n  Vm 
Looking  at  you  ?  [Taking  off  his  coat  to  feel  in  his  pocket.s]  It's 
not  there.  Then  I've  a  shrewed  notion  it's  gone.  That's 
very  strange !  No  one  could  pick  my  pocket  in  this  place, 
because  I've  seen  no  one  who  would  do  such  a  thing. 

Jem,  In  course. 

Ham,  You  would  not  put  your  hand  in  my  pocket  when  I 
told  you. 

Jem,  No,  not  vhen  you  told  me. 

Ham,  No,  no  ;  1  used  it  just  now. 

Jem.  Perhaps  the  vind  blowed  it  avay. 

Ham,  Blow  the  wind  !  Here,  help  me  on  with  my  coat. 
[Jemmy  changes  his  own  coat  for  Hammer't,]  Thank  ye.  How 
the  rain  has  shrunk  it.  Give  me  my  hat.  [Jemmif  changes  hatSf 
andpnsheshis  own  hut  neah'Lij  over  Hammer's  eyes]  Thaak  you. 
How  the  rain  has  stretched  my  hat|  It  comes  do^n  quite 
over  my  eyes.  Thank  you,  little  vagabond  ;  if  you  come  to 
our  parish  for  relief,  I'll  pass  you  to  your  own.  Good  by. 
Steady  !  stea — [Lhuining  against  the  direction  post]  I'm  going, 
goiug,  gone.  [Eait. 

Jtm.  Veil,  if  iver  t  seed  such  a  flat  as  that  afore,  I'm  blow'd . 
He  vas  cut  out  by  natur  to  be  sar/ed  out  by  sich  rummy  vons 
as  ve  are.  Veil,  and  vot  ov  it]  If  there  vere  no  spoonies  in 
tiie  vorld,  there'd  be  no  rogues.  Turn  me  upwards,  if  this 
isn't  \ot  I  calls  a  reg'lar  buiit  go.  1  niver  had  sich  a  haul 
afore:  a  ticker  vot  vcn't  go,  but  now  it's  gone  ;  a  viper,  vot 
vos  blowed  away  ;  a  puise,  vot  has  nixpence  in  it ;  and  keys, 
vot  has  niver  a  lock.  [Laughing]  Ha,  ha!  I'm  getting  on 
and  finds  I  picks  up  some 'at  daily.  Vhy,  vhere  are  they^ 
[Feeling  in  the  cout  p(h?kets]  Veil,  if  I  an't  struck  all  of  a 
heap  !  V' hy,  if  I  an't  changed  the  coats  vithout  taking  the 
priggings  outov  my  pocket,  and  have  let- him  valk  off  vith  all 
the  plunder,  and  the  five  pound  note  as  vas  gied  me  for  dis- 
kivering  the  farmer  to  the  hofficers,  Niver  mind — I've  got 
the  coat  and  hat.  My  eyes!  I  shall  be  quite  a  swell  in  this 
upper  toggery.  [Looking  off^  l.]  Hey,  vy,  here's  another  ov 
'em.  [Conceals  hir.tselt  behind  the  bushf  n. 

Music—  Enter  The  Golden  Farmer,  l. 

Far,  So,  I  have  escaped  them,  and  once  more  breathe  the 
air  of  liberty;  but  what  have  I  lost?  Wife,  child,  all,  all 
gone,  and  1  become  an  outcast  of  society  and  my  couniry,  a 
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prey  to  fortune,  and  hunted  down  like  a  wolf.  Oh,  that  the 
lightning  would  strike  this  heart-broken  trunk,  and  end  my 
miseries  at  once. 

Jem,  [A&idey  peeping  in  the  Farmer^s  face]  Vy,  split  me  if 
it  an't  the  farmer.    Oh,  crikey!  I'll  cut  my  stick. 

[Crosses  behind  the  Farmer, 

Fay.  [Turnings  sees  him  stealing  off.]  Ha,  a  spy!  [Seizing 
him]  Nay,  then,  you  shall  never  live  to  carry  the  intelligence 
by  which  you  would  set  the  bloodhounds  on  the  track.  You 
are  grappled  by  a  desperate  man,  one  whom  care  has  driven 
almost  mad  j  therefore  swear  not  to  betray  me,  or  this  moment 
is  your  last. 

Jem,  Oh,  crikey!  you'll  stop  my  vizen  ! 

Far,  Ha!  that  voice — Jertimy  Twitcher? 

Jem,  Veil,  vot  ov  it^ 

Far,  Xhou  cold-blooded  rascal  !  not  content,  by  your  own 
damning  evidence,  with  taking  the  lives  of  two  men,  who 
have  ever  served  you,  do  you  come  to  exult  over  the  ruin  you 
have  made  ? 

Jem,  Certainly  not. 

Far,  If  I  am  to  be  hung,  the  world  shall  at  least  be  rid  of 
two  scoundrels. 

Jem,  Vot  are  you  at?    Oh,  murder,  help ! 

The  Farmer  nearly  chokes  him,  wJten  a  pistol  is  fired ^  and  the 
Farmer  whom  the  shot  hasstrvck,  relaxes  his  hold. 

Fur,  That  shot  has  befriended  us  both,  in  having  saved  thee 
thy  life,  and  me  from  an  ignominious  death. 

J^m,  I'm  wery  glad  ov  it ;  and  if  you  ever  catches  me  in 
your  clutches  again,  I  gives  you  leave  to  scrag  me  outright. 

Fur,  The  blood  flows  fast,  and  I  feel  as  if  life  were  going. 
Oh,  my  wife,  my  dear,  dear  wife  and  child.  [Falls  insensible, 

Jtm,  There  1  think  you've  got  your  ticket  for  soup. 

Enter  Officers,  l. 

1st.  Off.  There  he  is;  I  knowed  I  dropped  him.  What, 
we've  caught  jou  at  last,  have  we,  my  covey  1 
2d.  Off,  He  seems  dead. 

1st,  Off',  Oh,  it's  all  gammon,  man.  Dr.  Lancet  will  bring 
him  too  in  time  to  be  hun%  with  his  pal.  Old  JVJobb,  for  whom 
the  gallows  was  nearly  erected  before  we  came  away.  So, 
hoist  him  up  ;  we  can  get  a  cart  at  the  next  village.  Hollo! 
who's  this  t 
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Jem,  Veil,  vot  or  it  1    I'm  Mr.  Jemmy  Twitcher. 

1st.  Off,  But,  I  say,  my  slippery  one,  where  did  you  get 
this  toggery  ? 

Jem,  [  exchanged  with  a  gentleman  just  now, 

1st.  Off.  Without  his  consent,  I  suspect;  so  you  must  go 
along  with  us  till  we  knows  the  truth  on  it.  So,  forward  ; 
I'll  bring  this  chap  along.      [They  carry  the  Farmer  off]  l. 

Jem.  Veil,  I'm  sure  exchange  is  no  robbery. 

1st.  Off,  Come,  if  you  rides  rusty,  I'll  ruffle  you.  Move 
on;  put  your  pins  in  motion,  or  I'll  give  you  a  topper. 

Jem,  Veil,  if  I  goes,  I'm  blowed  if  you  sha'nt  carry  me, 
too.  [Lays  doivn. 

1st.  Off,  Never  mind — hoist  him  up.  My  rum  un,  I'll 
sarve  you  out  for  this, 

Jem,  I  don't  care — go  it ! 

He  kicks  about,  and,  rjUr  some  difficulty,  they  carry  him  off  l. 

SONG. — Hammer.  {Introduced,)         [Exit  v., 

SCENE  III. — A  handsome  Chamber  in  the  House  of  the 
Secretary  of  State, 

Enter  Lord  Fitzallan  aiid  Jermyn,  r. 

Fitz,  The  man,  then,  is  sufficiently  recovered  to  suffer 
the  extreme  penalty  at  the  time  appointed! 
Jer,    Yes,  my  lord. 

Fitx.  If  any  petitioners  in  his  favor  seek  me,  let  them  be 
admitted.  {Exit  Jermyn  l.)  Though  I  cannot  give  them  hope, 
I  can  at  least  satisfy  them  that  their  petition  reaches  the  pro- 
per quarter;  but  that  stern  necessity  compels  this  enforce- 
ment of  the  laws,  to  check  the  hourly  increase  of  crime. 

Re  enter  Jermyn,  l. 

Jer.  My  lord,  the  wife  of  the  man  you  spoke  of  just  now 
craves  an  interview, 

Fitz,  Admit  her  instantly.  {Exit  Jermyn.)  Poor  creature ! 
The  world  little  knows  the  tears  and  supplications  of  the  un- 
fortunate against  whom  men  in  power  are  obliged  to  shut  the 
door  of  feeling. 

Enter  Elizabeth,  Louisa,  and  William,  l, 

Eli,  {Falling  on  her  knees)  Oh,  sir,  pity,  pity. 
Fitz.  Rise,  good  woman,  rise ! 

Eli,  No,  no,  I  cannot!  I  beseech  you  let  me  remain  thus 
till  1  Wave  won  your  heart  to  pity — to  pardon.    Oh,  my  lord! 
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My  husband — save  him  !  My  life  is  his  ;  and  if  the  law  ex- 
acts it-;  forfeiture,  it  exceeds  the  bounds  prescribed  to  it  in 
taking  two  lives  for  one.  I'he  hour  that  dooms  liim  dead, 
will  break  the  heart  of  the  wretched  wife  who  now  kneels  to 
you,  and  leave  parentless  this  poor  innocent. 

Fitz.  The  proofs  are  so  numerous  and  so  clear  against  him, 
that  were  he  pardoned,  all  our  former  executions  wouid  have 
been  murder. 

Eli.  Oh,  say  not  so!  Kneel  with  me,  my  child  ;  hold  up 
thy  little  hands — sue  with  me  for  thy  poor  father's  life! 

Wil.  Oh,  my  lord,  if  within  your  power,  make  one  more 
efTort ;  for  though  1  am  by  profession  used  to  sorrowing  sights, 
such  affliction  is  more  than  either  1  or  you,  1  see,  have  courage 
to  witness  unmoved. 

EIL  Heaven  dema  ds  but  blood  for  blood  ;  and  his  hands 
are  as  guiltless  of  that  crime  as  are  this  child's.  That  justice 
which  claims  life  for  life  is  strict;  but  when  she  claims  life 
for  gold,  she  loses  the  attribute  of  Heaven,  Mercy,  my  lord  ! 
Oh,  be  merciful ;  and  may  you  ne'er  need  it  at  your  latest 
hour!  [Fill Is  weeping  on  her  child's  shoulder, 

•    Lou.  Pray,  sir,  don't  make  mother  cry  !  pray  don't 

Fitz.  Well,  I  will  use  my  interest  once  more  in  his  belalf. 

Eli,  Oh,  sir,  I  cannot  speak  my  thanks! 

Fitz.  Do  nol  buoy  up  youi  mind  with  too  much  hope ;  for 
1  tell  you,  'twill  to  an  aljnost  certainty  be  blighted.  But, 
what  can  be  done  shall  he  done. 

Eli.  (Kissing  his  hand),  Oh,  sir,  my  heart's  too  full  to  ex- 
press my  thanks  in  words. 

Fitz,  Compose  yourself — come,  be  calm  !— prepare  yourself 
by  prayer  to  submit  to  the  worst  with  resignation.  1  will  forward 
the  result  of  my  application  to  the  gaol.  1  will  mention  to  the 
king  the  lives  your  husband  saved,  when  the  village  was  nearly 
destroyed  b/  tire:  it  may  have  its  due  effect.  Should  1  fail,  it 
shall  not  be  the  fault  of  him  who,  though  a  statesman,  who  is 
ever  thought  by  the  unthinking  world  to  lack  it.  has  a  heart  that 
can  feel  for  th^  woes  and  distresses  of  his  fellow-creature. 

[Exei(7<t,  Fitzallan^  R,  the  others  l, 

SCENE  IV. — A  Condemned  Ce/Z.—  TuE  Golden  Farmer 
discovered  seated,  with  Louisa  on  his  knee,  and  Eljzabeuj 
seated  beside  him,  leanitig  her  head  on  his  shoulder. 
Far.  Pray,  do  not  weep,  Bess,  do  not  weep!    Keep  thy 

eycjs  bright  to  look  on  better  days. 
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Eli,  Oh,  thilt  better  days  were  in  store  for  us!  ? 

Far,  Why,  wliat  is  this  life  that  all  so  dearly  love— that 
kinus  will  give  their  crowns  for?  The  miser  will  part  with 
the  hoardings  of  many  a  year  but  for  an  hour  of  thee — and 
the  spurned  beg^gar  will  linger  through  disease  and  poverty, 
rather  than  part  with  one  second  of  his  allotted  span  !-^ 
Thou'rt  but  an  April  day,  a  little  day,  whose  sunshine  and 
storms  are  scarcely  worth  the  working  for. 

Eli,  Oh,  talk  not  thus ;  fortune,  at  the  worst,  returns  to 
better. 

Far,  You  and  the  sweet  babe  are  the  only  things  that  can 
now  give  value  to  this  wretched  life. 
•  Lou,  Father,  you  have  so  wet  my  cheeks. 

Far,  Have  1,  child?    Never  mind,  love. 

Lou,  No,  I  won't,  father,  if  you  promise  not  to  do  so  any 
more. 

Far,  You  must  mind,  when  1  go  on  a  journey  Vm  about 
to  take,  that  you  are  very  good  to  your  mother,  and  love  her 
dearly,  or  I  shall  not  love  you. 

Lou,  That  I  will,  father! 

Far,  Bless  thee,  my  pretty  pet!  bless  thee! 

Lou,  Ah,  you're  crying  again !  Let  me  kiss  away  yourtears* 

Eli,  Oh,  Heavens  !  this  is  beyond  nature  to  endure. 

Enter  Wimam  Herbert,  l. 

Eli,  Ah!  Speak,  is  he  free  I  is  he  free  ?— Is  he  free?  That 
look  of  sorrow  

WiL  Calm  yourself,  Elizabeth,  hope  for  the  best — the  cer- 
tainty is  not  yet  known.  Be  seated.  Is  this  the  way  to  comfort 
your  husband  in  the  hour  of  affliction? 

Eli»  I  am  wrong  ;  but  you  know  what  I  suffer.  This  agony 
of  suspense  is  worse  than  the  certainty  of  death. 

IVit  [Apart  to  the  Farmer]  Courage!  Prepare  for  the  worst, 
for  an  hour's  life  is  not  yours.  All  efforts  in  your  favour  have 
failed,  and  the  Sheriffs  a:re  already  in  attendance. 

Far.  [  Placing  his  hands  ove)'  his  eyes.]  'Twas  a  bitter  pang ! 
But  'tis  past— and  now  I'm  prepared  for  all.  Retnove  my  wife 
and  child — she  never  can  endure  the  parting,  if  she  knows  it, 
is  for  ever  ;  and  though  I  have  as  much  man  as  most  about  me.  / 
I  should  be  more  than  man,  could  I  see  her  distress  unmoved! 

Wil,  Sister,  suppose  we  go  to  the  office  of  the  Secretary 
again  :  we  may  be  more  speedy  in  Jjringing  good  news  than 
those  less  interested  in  despatch    ^  [Bell  tolls. 
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Eli,  (Sci-eamirig)  Ha !  That  sound ;  then  there's  no  hope 
"William,  you  have  deceived  me! 

Wil.  Come,  come,  let  us  leave  this  place. 

Eli,  Never;  never;  but  with  my  husband?  Oh,  Georo:e, 
1  cannot  endure  this ;  but  let  me  not  leave  you  now.  We 
have  lived  happily  together— let  me,  oh,  let  me  die  with  you! 

Far,  Bess,  my  love,  consider  our  child  ;  who  is  to  watch 
its  infant  steps,  and  train  it  up  in  goofl,  if  we  leave  her  alone 
in  a  wicked  world  ? 

Elu  Oh,  1  cannot,  cannot  survive  this  hour  \ 

Enter  Turnkey,  l. 

Tur,  Prisoner,  prepare !  The  Sheriffs  move  this  way  with 
your  companion. 

Eli,  Is  there  no  mercy  left?    Oh  my  brain  will  turn! 

Music, — Enter  Sheritis,  Turnkeys,  Old  Moub, 
Procession  y  cVr. 

For  the  love  of  Heaven,  spare  him  but  for  one  hour,  that  1 
may  once  more  strive  to  obtain  his  pardon!  Think  me  not 
distracted,  1  beseech  you  :  but  if  you  have  moihers,  wives, 
or  sisters  whom  you  love,  listen  to  me,  and  grant  my  prayer? 

She,  It  is  impossible  I  {Elizabeth  faints  in  the  Farmer's  arms) 
Prisoner,  we  stay  for  you  ;  and  you  have  little  time  to  com- 
mend yoiir  soul  to  Heaven. 

Far,  Take  her,  William  ;  protect  her,  cherish  her — be  a 
father  to  my  poor  babe ! 

Wil,  I  will ;  1  will,  by  heavens  I 

Far.  Farewell,  my  darling!  Good  bye!    You'll  think  of 
your  poor  father  sometimes  ! 
Lou,  That  I  will,  dear  Father. 

Far.  Bless  you!  {To  Willinin.)  Bring  her  up  to  love  her 
father's  memory  ;  but  never  let  her  know  his  di^raceful  end. 
[Music-^Kisses  his  wife-^Takes  vp  his  child,  hisses  it  manif 
^  times,  and  placing  it  in  William^s  arms  shahes  his  hand,  €x» 
claming f  "  God  bless  you!  God  bless  you!" 

[The  bell  is  tolling,  and  the  procession  moving  off. — Shout 
without,  *•  The  Goldon  Farmer  is  reprieved."    The  Characters^ 
re-enter,    A  general  Shout,  and  Curtain  falls 
DISPOSITION   OF  THE   CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 
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